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The man whose picture you see : withhold by request) Spent all his spare evenings 


playing his pet brass cymbals—thus becoming very unpopular. 


A good neighbor sent him Judge's Second Crossword Puzzle Book as a Christmas 
gift. What a change! His neighbors are quiet and contented, and he-e-e has not 
stopped iaughing ever since. See what a simple gift will do. 


Judge's Second Crossword Puzzle Book will furnish many hours of pleasant recrea- 


tion. In addition, it is an ideal gift for sailings, birthdays, anniversaries and appendix 
operations. 


Send in $1.50 and get the only humorous crossword puzzle book in captivity. 





JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., INC. 
18 East 48th Street, New York, N 
Dear Sirs: 


Please send me copie f 's Second Crossword Puzzle Book. 


+ $1.50 each, for which | enclose 
Name 
Address 


City 
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JacK SHUTTLEWoRTH, Editor GEORGE JEAN NATHAN RicHARD J. WALSH SipNey S. Lenz, Contributing Editors 


JUDGING THE NEWS 


Lovuistana backwoodsman ex- Jroressor Einstein has been get- | 
pressed surprise when told that ting more space than President 
General Lee had surrendered and the Hoover in the newspapers lately. But 
country had gone dry. Probably he'll then there are twelve people who un- 
be even more surprised when he finds derstand Einstein. 

that Lee really has surrendered. 


N anticipation of a change in the 
dry laws, some of the old brewers 
are getting busy and polishing up 
their machinery. In the interim, how- 
ever, the beer runners are keeping 
busy and polishing off each other. 


¥ now that Einstein has settled 


A prosperity will be back when down in California, if there’s any T average man who starts to write 

all those now unemployed are _ little thing he doesn’t understand gets discouraged too easily, says 
back at work and all those now work- about relativity Hiram Johnson can’ an author. Somehow we've never no 
ing hard can take a vacation. explain it to him. ticed any such tendency in our creditors. 








“God knows I lick him often enough, but I just can’t make him act friendly.” 
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“No, operator, I’m not calling long distance. It must have been the 


yo? 


people who lived here before us: 





























Believe it or Not 


HE supervisor of the dead letter 

office led me into his private sane 
tum. On the way in I stumbled over 
a sleeping clerk. 

An air of disuse prevailed. Each 
corner had its share of cobwebs. 
Equipment was rusty. 

“IT may be enlisting in the army of 
unemployed,” sighed the supervisor. 
“Business is so rotten they may shut 
up the dead letter office any time 
Why, even the holiday postal rush 
which usually we count on heavily, 
failed to bring us any business at all 
this year. It’s terrible!” 

“But I can’t understand,” I said. 
People still write illegible addresses 
on envelopes, don’t the \ > It can’t be 
that every letter posted reaches its in 
tended destination.” 


“ee 


“No, but they don’t come here 
either,” said the supervisor. “Every 
time a postmaster gets a letter with 
some queer scribblin’ on it that he 
can’t make out, he sends that letter to 


Ripley. —Rop Reep 














NEARSIGHTED Papa—Drunk again, hey! You’re a disgrace to the family! 
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Gangster Activities 


Te Mortignione crowd bombarded the Grabeska 
place the other night. No casualties were reported, 
although several patrons were wounded by flying cops. 


The Yaile gang of Brooklyn opened a new laundry 
in that section last Tuesday. They opened the whole 


front of it—with two bombs. 


A card party was held last Sunday evening in the 
gin-parlor conducted by Tino Misiostro, in the Bronx. 
The Sucetti mob carried off several prizes and three 


wounded members. 


Mike the Cluck, member of the 
Zwiltitz gang, has received a substan- 
tial cut as his share of the proceeds. 
It was long and deep, and a little 
below the chin. 


“Light-fingers” Larry Cabimoto, 
who made quite a lot of money in the 
clearing-house racket, has been hi- 
jacked by his own lawyers. 


Cigar-face Cornpone announces 
that he has thrown his gat into the 
ring, and will be a candidate for 
mayor of Chicago. 


The Gratiano mob will tender a 
banquet to Superior Court Judge Oc- 
tavianni, next Tuesday evening, in ap- 
preciation of his 50th dismissal of 
murder charges against members. 

Dana L. Corie 


“Come back here wit’ that gun, you crook, you!” 
















“Er, pardon—but I’d like to speak to the head of the house.” 
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IN ANCIENT TIMES 
Ye Unexpected Arrival of Ye Queen. 
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Sufficient Grounds 


Sr here, Mr. Karapookoulous, why 
tire the best coffee-maker the 
Ritzbilt Cafeteria ever had? Just be- 
cause he forgot to put in the strainer 
and the grounds got in the cups, isn’t 
a real good reason. After all, he’s an 
old man and has a big family to sup- 
port, and jobs aren't so easy to get 
these days! Put yourself in his place! 
Think of the poor old duffer, fired 
after thirty years of faithful and com- 
petent service—all because of one un- 
fortunate batch of muddy coffee! It’s 
cruel! Have you no heart?” 

“I’m sorry, I’m terribly sorry 
(gulp), but there can’t be any sedi- 
ment in this business!” 


Cycle 


The vacant lots which became min- 
iature golf courses are now miniature 
golf courses which have become vacant 
lots. 


According to a collegian who has 
been around; one girl in the arm is 
worth two in the rumble seat. 


Definition 


A diplomat is a newspaper photog- 
rapher who, when he’s posing the 
President and his Cabinet for a pie 
ture, knows which ones to seat and 
which ones to tell to stand in back of 
the chairs. 





“Keep your eye out for a sapphire ring, will you, boys?” 


JUDGE 





5 

















“Times are terrible—I tried three banks today and they’d all closed!” 


What to Take for a Cold 


Te first train South; nobody’s ad 

vice; the week off; another quart 
from the bootlegger; seven dollars’ 
worth of aspirin; an apartment by 
yourself; another bale of handker 
chiefs; lessons in sign language ; abso- 
lutely nothing for granted. 


While we heartily agree with the 
idea of giving work to the unemployed 
by constructing highways, we still 
think it would be swell for some ot 
them to look for parking places. 


And if Gov. Roosevelt 
wants a thorough investi 
gation of New York City 
scandals, he should turn 
the job over to the tab 
loids. 


The trouble is when 
writer's cramp attacks 
newspaper columnists _ it 
usually attacks them be 
tween the ears. 








JUDGE 
Bigger and Better Similes 


Te mountain was harder to get up than three tables of 
bridge 
The play was as dull as an ice-pick in Havana. 
Changed more often than contract bridge conventions. 
She was thinner than a plate of quick-lunch consommé, 
A sardine can that can be opened quicker than a new 
speakeasy. 





As welcome as a call for more margin. 

Colder than yesterday’s string beans. 

As much chance as a salary raise in Wall Street. 

More noise than a Senator on the fence. 

He was knocked flatter than a glass of home-made cham- 
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“Oh boy, if I only had my watercdors!” 


















ssn ; ‘h are you paying ma’am? Only a hun- 
~. He muc 7 } b Zz . : s : 
; dred and twenty a month? Well, I’d_ be 


willing to cook for that, but of course I can’t be 
expected to wait on table. What? Only Sundays, 
and every other Tuesday off? I couldn’t do that, 
ma’am. And no movie theatre within three blocks? 
Well, I’m sorry, but it wouldn’t be worth my while 
for that price.” 








“Sure I’m a painter, but I can’t paint your house 
for no ten bucks a day. That’s ridiculous. Well, 
naturally you'd have to supply the paint and brushes. 
I'll tell you, mister, I'll make you a rock bottom 
price of fourteen dollars a day. What? Well, I’m 
sorry, too, but I'd rather wait till I 
can get decent wages.” 


“Well, ma’am, being unemployed, 
I'd like to make some cash washing up 
your windows for you, but I can’t be 
bothered doing it for fifty cents a 
window. Why, that’s slavery, that is. 
Besides, I don’t like to work more 
than a couple of hours a day. I’m 
sorry, ma’am, but I’m a union man and 
I can’t work unless I get my regular 
seventy-five cents.” 





“You want me to mind the kids in 
the afternoon? How many of them? 
Well, two’s an awful lot, but of course 
a girl like me has to make some money 
these days. How much are you offer- 
ing? Oh, I couldn’t do that for five 
dollars an afternoon. I never heard 
of such a thing—and me not liking 
children anyhow! No, I couldn't 
think of it, times is too bad. I'll wait 
till I get something better.” 





SoLomon—Now for 
1000 alibis. 


—Parke CuMMINGS 
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“Better use the new dialing system. 


Trouble 


FProvusie,” said the lady next door 
to my wife while they were ex 
changing tales of woe, “you don't 
know what trouble is. I’ve got it. 
Grandma is down with the flu and the 
two youngest have it, too. My oldest 
boy got hit with a taxicab and is in the 
hospital with a broken leg. The fur 
nace in the cellar broke down and 
there’s no steam heat. Also no water, 
except in the cellar, because the water 
pipes froze and burst. I broke my 
glasses and I can hardly see my way 
iround. And to cap the climax, just 
when we thought we had reached the 
limit and had all the trouble it was 
possible for one family to have at one 
time, my husband comes home and 
tells me he’s been appointed a magis 

trate!” 

R. C. O'Brien 


CANCERS 


“Well, I apologized, didn’t I? 








You'll never get the police that way!” 








And I’m sorry it ever came up!” 


Washed in Public 


—— of magistrates remind us, 
4 After some official probes, 

There’s a lot of dirty linen 
Hidden ‘neath judicial robes. 


And these judicial investigations in 
New York seem to be bringing out 
more dirt than a broom thrust behind 
a radiator. 


Just at present it appears to be the 
rent collector that is making the 
world move. 


And now Mr. Hoover can under- 
stand what the rest of us think of the 
Senate. 


We may eventually get old-fash- 
ioned wines and beers back, but never, 
we fear, at the old-fashioned prices. 





Ss 
Jub- 






































Alterations While You Wait 
B’ Joe Garr wore a worried look 


on his handsome face. 
“Phil,” he said to his bosom friend 


me. I hear that they are leaving no 


and bodyguard, “I’m in a dangerous I~ . 
position. The cops are looking for : a 3) 


stone unturned to find me. They 
know that I killed Jake Gouge, the 
beer baron, and they are out to get 
me for it. And if they catch me, I'll 
go to the chair.” 






Joe Gatt paused briefly and lit a wr, 
. ° . a vv 
cigarette with nervous fingers. / 


“What I need, Phil,’ he went on, 
exhaling a cloud of blue smoke, “‘is a 


DANGE 


MEN 
AT 


WORK 
q 


+ een }| i 
want to change my features, my build, : AP Ns 
my walk and everything. It’s my | ! Le “Amd S\ | 


I need to change 
my appearance completely and do it 
quickly. I want a disguise that even 
my own mother wouldn’t be able to 
see through. Get what I mean? I 


complete disguise. 






only hope for escape.” 

“That’s easy,” said Phil. 

“You mean to say you know a way 
to change me over so that the cops 
won’t know me if they see me?” Big 
Joe’s voice was pleading. 

“Sure,” said Phil. 

“Well, tell me,” cried Joe Gatt. 

Tell me, for God’s sake!” 

“Go out and play a game of 

hockey,” said Phil. 


Davip Murray 


SLL LALLA 


When a boy ran away in the old 
days his mother was afraid he was 
going to grow up into a criminal. 
Now it is considered a sign that the 
child will be a judge some day. 

The Dry Agent’s Salute: The hand 
is raised only as far as the mouth. 
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or 


Little Helps for Homebodies 


rHE BRUSH-AND-BROOM PROBLEM 


“Be SHES are unsanitary. I’ve 
bought a new dingus for the 
vacuum that takes up the dust, in- 


‘stead of simply spreading it.” 


“Tell you what you do: run in next 
door, on Mrs. Morgan. I’m sure she’l] 
want one. No, I wouldn't 
mention my name—just sur 
prise her.” 

“T wouldn’t dare bring one 
in the house. It may sound 
silly, but they give my hus 
band brush-fever—his nose 

| specialist told him so.” 

“I’ve got one.” 

“Say, have you looked at 
the brushes they carry at 
the 5-&-10? I thought not. 
Well, you just limp down 
there and then come back 
you've got the 
r nerve!” 

“Yes, they’re wonderful. 
In fact, they’re too good. | 
mean—we’'re still using the 
ones we bought from another 
of your salesmen three years 





@ .\ ago. What’s more, they 
*+. look good for two more 





“What kind of a report card is this to bring home, young man? Nothing but A-A-A. 


Are you going to turn out to be a sissy?” 


years, at least. Drop around 
in 1933.” 


—STANLEY JONES 
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JUDGE 


THE ANIMAL AS A PRACTICAL JOKER 
By Dr. Seuss 






\ Fast One on THe VentTRILOQUIST 
[° was the practical joke of a mere 

airedale that wrecked the career of 
Winthrop, the famous ventriloquist. Winthrop had treated his 
‘dummy,” Piedro, very badly, and seeking revenge, the dog took up 
ventriloquism on the sly. One night, in the midst of the act, Win- 
throp found himself barking like a fool. Hissed off the stage, he 
never landed another contract. 


(- == 


— 
mms 000 5)s aru 
7 


' 


A Fast One on THe Baturvus Reaper 
Promnr the greatest practical joker of all time is the Jippet. 
The Jippet dedicates his whole life to one grand jest, and in 
pulling it he meets his death with a chuckle. His specialty is 
getting into drain pipes and pushing out the plugs of bathtubs 


in which someone has just settled down for a quiet half hour 
with a story. 
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A Fast One on tHe Weppine Guests 


Or in the woods near Westport there is a rabbit whose 
sense of humor is really tremendous. It is his gag 
to get himself pursued by hunters, leading them a merry 
chase right into church to a wedding. The appearance of 
an armed individual at a wedding makes the guests be- 
lieve it is a shotgun affair. This amuses the rabbit no end. 


























JUDGE 
ALL THE ANSWERS 


W «1 this country needs, aside from an inexpensive but 

satisfactory smoke, is more and better answers. The 
language is becoming overburdened with questions. Every- 
one you meet asks, in salutation, a question. And you can 
never think of the proper reply. 

Therefore, taking it for granted that thousands of other 
sad souls are in the same fix, I have spent quite a little time 
perfecting answers for inane questions. Here is the result 
of my preliminary research: 


Question: Is 1r HoT ENOUGH FoR you? 


This greeting while fortunately limited to the summer 
months, is particularly obnoxious. The usual replies, “I'll 
say so!” or, “And how!” are lack-lustre, especially when re- 
peated two or three hundred times a week. I have had some 
success with answering “No,” and hurrying away; but, after 
prolonged study, I have evolved the following reply, to be 
“The temperature at Bakersfield, Cali- 
fornia, at 7:03 this morning, was 125, in the shade; at Yuma, 


used on all occasions 











- “Am I proud? An 8-pound boy at 10.53, and 











men 


BIG MOMENT IN THE LIFE OF AU. S. PRESIDENT 
He is made Big Chief of the Flat Foot Indian Tribe 
10 





yo? 


right on schedule: 


Arizona, 128; at Palermo, Sicily, 124; 
and at Saigon, French Indo-China, 139; 
you — 


you!” 
Question: How THEY coMING? 


Smetchnoff, in his valued “Gibes at 
Goops,” advises in this case the simple 
reply, “Who?”. While I agree that this 
response will effectively silence the 
asker, I must point out that it often 
leads to fisticuffs and is not really an 
answer at all but just another question. 
The following succinct reply usually 
stupefies the asker, and allows the askee 
a chance for dignified escape—‘In a 
column of squads, companies left front 
into line, regiments right by battalions, 
on the double!” 

Question: Wuat’s THE GooD worpD? 

The authorities offer many suggestions 
here such as “Silence” and “Bible,” but 
the most satisfactory reply and the one 
favored by Graiche is “Nuts!” 

Question: How THEY BREAKING? 

Pernkins’ ridiculous answer, “Ask me 
another,” can be dismissed immediately 
as lacking in depth. Likewise Graiche’s 
customary “Nuts” fails to satisfy. 
Graiche, actually makes the astounding 
assertion (see “The Retort Discourteous,” 
pp. 784, et seq.) that “Nuts” is the per- 
fect answer to all these questions! And 
I understand he has lately picked up 
quite a following. All I can say is, that 
the answer which gives a maximum of 
pleasure to the askee is—‘In your hat!” 





JUDGE 


Question: WHERE YoU BIN KEEPING YOURSELF? 


Here again the authorities differ widely. For instance, Pidge 
(Oxford) here advances the answer, “Up in Mabel’s room;” 
And Kleppitstein (Heidelberg) comes out with, “The League 
of Nations’! Is it any wonder that we have dissension, dissen 
sion, dissension? Will these savants ever get smartened up? 
The only reply in this case is—“‘Out of your sight, mug!” 


Question: Do you PLAY BACKGAMMON? 


This, the last question I shall take up in this week’s paper, 
has fortunately escaped the attention of European pundits. Of 
course Ong Lu has answered a similar query in his now famous 
reply to the question, ““Do you play Chinese chess?” But that 
is neither here nor there. Backgammon has not yet swept over 
Eurasia the way it has swept over the United States so for the 
time being I have worked out the following little side for use in 
the present overwhelming emergency—‘No, I do not. I am not 
interested. I do not want to know how. I will not learn. And 
the next so and so who asks me if I play is going to get smacked ; 
right on the nose, in the New York manner.” 





‘If you’re going to France, my dear, you must 
have Lloise give you the address of that place 
Paut PaLtmMer where she got her husband!” 


Modern Exercises for 
Tiny Tots 
S' ge the pretty black wa-gon. Is 


the man going for a ride? No, he 
ilready has taken one. 


The po-lice-man stands on _ the 
corner in the snow. Why does he stay 
in the cold? Frank has closed his 
res-tau-rant. 

The bishop has gone to mar-ket. 
He has a big basket of money. How 
did he go to market? The bishop will 
not tell. 


See the Judge, how he runs. Where 
is the Judge going? Nobody knows. 
The Sen-a-tor has a long coat. He 
waves his arms and makes a big noise. 
Why is he so ex-cited? Nobody cares. 





P. L. 


“Relax y’self, Officer—I’m only usin’ this window ’cause m’wife just 
painted th’ porch.” 





Parts of a Cinema Palace 


There’s the lobby, the mezzanine, the 
orchestra, the baleony and the corral where 
they keep you roped in until they find seats 
behind posts for you. 





Things You'll Never See 
(> NDHI in modern dress. 


Hoover coming out for repeal. 
The Life of Rudy Vallee, by Emil Lud 
wig. 
Visitors trying to avoid getting tanned in 
llorida. 


Rotogravure picture of bathing beauties 





Cy with girls up to their necks in water. 
C i a Police framing themselves on their days 
(4 Ci _L bd off. 
: A Really Heated Car: The car that hits you. 
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Tue Prisoner Tuovenur So, Too 






“Thirty days’ deprivation of all food, save bread 





and water, and five months’ solitary confinement, is 
prima facie harsh and unreasonable treatment.” 
Howard v. State (Ariz. 1926), 237 Pac. 203. 


Ir Wovu.tp Seem So 


SMOKING 
“The fact that the judge 

and the opposing attorneys smoked 
while a trial was in progress is no 
ground for reversal on appeal by the 
loser.”” — Musselman 
(1873), 44 Ind. 107. 





PERMITTED 


v. Musselman 





“For a husband to fire upon his wife as she runs from him is adopting ‘a 
Meyer v. State 


very peculiar method’ of inducing her to return to him.” 









(Tex. 1897), 41 S. W. 632. 


ANNOYING PARENTS 
“Parents often annoy their 
children with advice, good 


7 \) and bad. The good is 
) ay often quite as annoying as 
i the bad.”—Busenback v. 


Busenback (1911 ), 150 
sa. 7%. 









A TestTIMoNIAL For GoLr 

“The game of golf has never been known to affect in any injurious 

way the public health, order, safety, or morals.”—Condon v. Forest x 
Park (1917), 278 Ill. 244. = 


NOBLE DECISIONS 
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Innocent Bystander 


EBRUARY, according to Dr. Julius 

Klein, finds Europe at the dreary 

cross-roads, with seven and a half 
million unemployed. And America, 
he might have added, is still the all- 
too-innocent bystander, standing on 
the very corner where perhaps a lit- 
tle later X will mark the spot. 

We in America have fallen into the 
evil habit of condoning our own chaos 
by pointing to the far worse predica- 
ment of our foreign neighbors. Even 
President Hoover did it. Calvin 
Coolidge also has been responsible for 
some smug complacency that does us 
no good abroad and may influence our 
own minds dangerously. As Dr. 
Klein points out, Europe is still the 
market for half of our exports, and 
her imports from South America and 
the Far East create much of the de- 
mand for our goods in those areas. 
War debts, tariffs 
are continual irritants. ‘“‘The remain- 
ing months of this winter will re- 


reparations and 


quire more grave, crucial decisions in 
economic similar 
period since the post-armistice crisis. 
There will be a need for the utmost 
of sober, far-sighted leadership and a 
minimum of flamboyant oratory and 
parliamentary gymnastics. . .. It 
should be obvious that the gravity of 
situation in the Old 
World scarcely warrants an exuberant 
superiority complex on our part.” 

If we are ever to shake off our 
silly dream of isolation, if ever we are 
to wipe off our faces that self-right- 
eous smirk, if ever we are to act like 
a grown-up nation, now is the time. 

* * # 


affairs than any 


the economic 


free the first time within memory, 

the football . Satraps look back 
over the season and decide to make 
no changes in the _ rules. Appar 
ently the game has now been tuned 
up to box-office perfection. It just 
doesn’t seem possible to put into it 
more drudgery for the players and 
more profits for the athletic associa- 
tion. Westbrook Pegler says, how- 
ever, that at the meeting of officials 





there was a certain over-emphasis on 
education. We've got to look out for 
that. No about book- 
learning should be allowed to put a 
crimp in one of the few industries 
that finished the year with a profit. 


foolishness 


Groping for a Plan 

(5"" GREER, writing in The Out- 
look, proposes the formation of 
an “economic general staff,” to serve 
as “a central regulating organism for 
the main lines of all the economic 
activity in the country.” Such an 
economic general staff “should hope to 
accomplish more toward the rationali- 
zation, not only of employment, but 
of the whole process of the produc- 
tion and distribution of goods and 
listed 
as suitable material for a staff include 
John Dewey, Senator Morrow, Wil- 
liam Green, Alexander Legge, Owen 
D. Young, Wesley C. Mitchell, Walter 
S. Gifford, Daniel Willard, General 

Harbord and Alfred P. Sloan, Jr. 
When urged 
George Norris to head up a new pro 
party, he 
planning: “ 


services.” The men whom he 


Professor Dewey 
social 
You stand for social plan 
ning and social control. Republican 
leaders believe that by giving free 


gressive stressed 


rein to private competition somehow 
they will build a better world. You 
believe that in this complicated age 
that method is impossible, but that 
society must plan for its production 
and consumption.” 

Norris punctured the dream by his 
reminder of the practical difficulties 
in the way of any third party move 
ment. The cards are stacked in favor 
of the old parties. An independent 
candidate hasn’t a chance so long as 
he has to build up an organization in 
every separate Congressional district. 
The first essential is to get rid of the 
electoral college. 

But more than that, this country 
has passed out of political control and 
into economic control. Hope lies not 
in statesmen but in industrialists. To 
that extent the Greer proposal is more 
realistic. It begins with governmen- 
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tal action, which is probably essen 
tial, recommending that the general 
staff be appointed by the President 
and the initial expenses appropriated 
Afterward, 
the work would be carried on directly 
with the heads of the great industries. 

Right there, of course, comes the 
sticking point. That proud and cost 
ly word, “individualism,” is written 
every American 
protocol, blotting out the clauses of 
We see today the des- 
perate need of social planning. We 
cannot yet see the way to get it. We 


by Congress. however, 


across the face of 


enforcement. 


have no foundation on which to build. 
The political structure is too finely 
balanced. The business structure is 
too sprawling. Business says to gov- 
ernment, “Let me alone.” 
ment 


Govern 


retorts, “Govern yourself or 
take the consequences.” 

Well, the consequences are upon 
us, and as yet we have no plan. We 
are groping and we need a leader. 

* * * 
R ECENTLY we quoted a statement 
of what the college offers, writ 
ten by William DeWitt Hyde and 
printed in the “bible” for Harvard 
freshmen. <A 


properly 


Bowdoin man_ quite 
admonishes us that this 
splendid passage was first published 
at Bowdoin College. Perhaps Har 
vard and Bowdoin may lay joint 
claim to it, because Dr. Hyde was a 
graduate of the former and became 
president of the latter. 
of Cambridge were enriched by years 
of experience in the fine old institu- 
tion at Brunswick. The “fellowship 
of educated men” knows no parochial 
boundaries. 


His memories 


* - * 


R EVELATORY 


two undergraduates 
during the recent holidays: 


between 
overheard 


conversation 


First youth: “It’s only midnight. 
I’m wondering where to go now.” 
Second youth: “Why don’t you go 
home ?” 
First youth: “But what would I tell 
my parents?” 


R.J. WW, 























































Chicago Idyll 
: As’ you let him go!” 


“Yeah, sergeant, but listen. .. . 








“He had a gat on him, didn’t he?” 

Sure he did... .” 

An’ a machine gun in his car!” 
“Yes, sergeant. I saw that, too, 
' | only...” 

‘An’ six pineapples was right on 
the back seat, that right?” 

“Okay, sergeant. But...” 

“You had this guy right in your 
mitts, McHogan! An’ you let him get _ 
away!” . , 





‘| “Now, sergeant, you ain't being 
‘ fair to me.” 

“Blah! You're a lousy cop, Me 
Hogan! Pass up a chance like that! 


Ff Say, just why did you do it, ennahow? 
1] What kinda dumb ideas was goin’ 
a through your head, huh?” 





“Sergeant, I’ve been tryin’ to ex- 
plain, but you won't listen to me... .” 


“Go ahead.” 


“Well, I thought this guy looked Hvussanp—IVell, what are you crabbing about? You've always wanted 
) kinda suspicious. An’ after | found to spend a winter in the tropics. 








that stuff in his car I was goin’ to 
bring him into the station. An’ just 
then two fellas came up and asked me 
didn’t I know this guy was Jarface 
Cal Spumoni, the notorious gangster, 





an’, of course, I didn’t have no reason 
to doubt them, an’ by the time I found 
out it wasn’t Jarface, after all, he was 
miles away, see?” 

—Cuet JoHNson 


Wrong Line 
TT! n there was the unemployed fel- 


low who got on the end of a line 
and, when he reached his turn, found 
out the reward was a handshake with 
Hoover. 








The Governor of Massachusetts 
plans to install a microphone beside 
his desk. Amos ’n’ Andy must look 
to their laurels. 


And the dome of the Capitol isn’t 
the only marble dome in Washington. 


Doesn’t it make you jealous to think 
of people lolling on the Florida sands 
these days with nothing on their backs, 
while you’re up north with a porous 
plaster on yours? 


: G. B. Shaw says marriage should 

y be a business relationship. We know 
FE Scoragrn, ““Look—th’ lion tamer’s gone on a of many such in which the husband is 
= a the silent partner. 


SS oe 






spree again. 
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Too Late 

TT’ue diary of the ill-fated White 

party has been found and is pre 
sented herewith for the first time. 

Saturday, December 2. The day 
broke quite cloudy. The wind is 
shifting slowly to the north. We ate 
at noon, each getting a portion of the 
food left. 


Sunday, December 3. The wind 
has now shifted fully to the north. 
The mercury is falling steadily. We 
jumped and whooped to keep from 
freezing. We dealt out the remaining 
food and brandy at three o'clock. 

Monday, December 4. The radio is 
going dead today, and with it all con- 
nection with the outside world. Noth- 
ing to eat or drink left. 

Tuesday, December 5. Everyone is 
numb and cold now. I can see my 
companions who were so lively at the 
start of the party, cold and still. I 
somehow feel responsible for bringing 
them up here. Oh, if only the janitor 
would send up some heat; there might 
be a chance to save us yet. 


J. Fiscuner 


JUDGE 


“Look at this. 
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Us tip-toeing gently and quiet and these night owls 
ain’t ever in bed yet.” 





And what’s more, our committee visited nineteen cities but could not find one single place where liquor was sold.” 





























AVING 


devoted her talents in 

the last 

chiefly to the species of drama 
concerned with the theoretically in- 
evitable tragic consequences of a sim- 
ple anatomical indiscretion, Miss 
Katharine Cornell is at length about 
to appear in our midst in a play some- 
what worthier of her attention. The 
play is Rudolf Besier’s “The Barretts 
of Wimpole Street,” shown originally 
last August at the Malvern festival 
by way of allowing George Bernard 
Shaw a few days off in which to think 
up a interview justifying his 
having made a monkey of himself in 
the news-reel talkies. 
of exhibits treating in 
office terms of ladies 


four or five years 


good 


After a series 
wowy box- 
who excuse the 
shooting or poisoning of their lovers 
on the ground that the latter were, if 
Englishmen, too Argentinian (as in 
“The Letter’) or, if Argentinians, not 
sufficiently “Dishon- 
ored Lady” )—to say nothing of ladies 
whose experience of sex is hardly the 
color of their millinery 


English (as in 


it is good to 
see Miss Cornell turning to something 
little 
more deserving of her valuable time. 


a little more intelligent and a 


The Besier play is an ably written, 
at times subtly acute and generally 
interesting chronicle of the household 
of the Barrett household 
that resembled a psychopathic clinic 
in more respects than one and out of 
which sputtered, like a damp _pin- 
wheel, the gray sparks of desire sup- 
pressed, confounded and often vicious. 
The central thread is the love story of 
Elizabeth and Robert 
story retold by Besier with warm elo- 
quence. From this thread there curl 
the littler strands of Elizabeth’s sis- 
ters’ and brothers’ tragedies, their 
hamstringing, their futilities and their 
defeats, all presided over and vindic 
tively assisted by the father, a grim, 
ingrown, bitter and even 
Puritan whose ghastly self-tortures 
are by way of easing their pain visited 
upon his children. In this character 
as in that of Elizabeth, the author has 
worked brilliantly. The scene be- 
tween the father and his pretty young 


family, a 


Browning, a 


incestuous 


GEORGE J 


JUDGE 














0 


niece in which the former’s lechery 
battles ironically with his hypocrisy, 
between Elizabeth and 
Browning and the final scene in which 
the paternal Barrett, beaten, rankling 


the scenes 


and vengeful over his daughter’s de- 
fiant marriage, seeks an outlet for his 
gall in the killing of her pet dog— 
these are the vibrant 
They, as the rest of the play, 
will require some very skilful acting, 
though I allow myself the belief that 
they are themselves so lively and so 
automatically effective that, even if 
the performances aren't all 
should be, the will get 
pretty forcibly none the less. 
There are 


essence of 


drama. 


they 
scenes over 
weaknesses in the play, 
notably in the author’s periodic deter- 
mination to lighten up the exhibit with 
comedy at whatever cost, and in a not 
too adroit handling of the matter of 
exits and entrances, due to the single 
constricted setting in which the entire 


play runs its course. But, though 
these defects are at times irritating, 


the manuscript as a whole has much 
to recommend it. 


* * £ 


[' the productions and performances 

recently divulged in New York by 
Madame Marika Cotopouli are any 
criterion of the state of the theatre in 
Greece today, all I can say is that, on 
my foreign trips, I don’t regret the 
considerable time I have spent review- 
ing the more northern European art 
that comes in bottles. I have looked 
upon some pretty seedy theatrical pro- 
ductions and some pretty seedy acting 
since first editors began handing out 
money to me to annoy the public with 
my opinions, but I haven't seen any- 
thing much worse in either direction, 
even locally in Cherry Lane or in the 
so-called Art Theatre in London, to 
which St. John Ervine and a half 
dozen of his waggish British brother- 
critics once solemnly escorted me 
after a twelve-course, six-wine gala— 
with perfectly straight faces. (I got 
even with Ervine while he was over 
here by taking him to see one of the 
New Playwrights’ productions with- 
out any dinner.) 
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ACRE 
\ NAGIHIAN 


The local reviewers have exercised 
themselves in the contention that one 
can’t tell anything about acting, good 
or bad, understands the 
language that the actors are speaking. 
But it certainly doesn’t seem to me to 
take any great measure of sagacity to 
spot such bad acting as the Cotopouli 
troupe uncovered, whether you under- 
stand the language or not. If an ac 
tress, in what is obviously a scene of 


unless one 


frenzied passion, pops out her eyes 
like boiled onions, bounces herself up 
and down on the floor and periodically 
eats mouthsful of imaginary grass, the 
while she rotates her arms like wind- 
mills, pinches herself elaborately on 
the bottom and lets out sounds like a 
dollar automobile horn, it doesn’t im- 
press me as the best way to project 
frenzied passion, be the language 
Greek, Polack or Pennsylvania Dutch. 
And if an actor, in the role of a young 
student of philosophy, indicates his 
admiration of a woman and his bash 
fulness in her presence by comporting 
himself like a colored Harlem pansy, 
that doesn’t seem to me to be the best 
way either to depict admiration and 
bashfulness, whether the play be 
“La Tendresse” in Greek or “Up in 
Mabel’s Room” in E.nglish. The whole 
business of acting, local and foreign, 
is perfumed with altogether too much 
critical buncombe. If it is as esoteric 
a business as some critics try to make 
it out, a lot of fellows like myself who 
have been describing in simple terms 
what they have been plainly seeing all 
these years have been getting money 
under false pretenses. 

The truth—or at least the truth as 
the sometimes deplorably mistaken 
Nathan eyes engage it—is that Ma- 
dame Cotopouli is, by any discernible 
standard of acting, a decidedly indif- 
ferent performer but that, compared 
with most of the rest of her company, 
she is a stunning genius. These oth- 
ers, with a single exception, are of 
an unmistakable American tank-town 
stock company order. Not only, as 
with so many actors in the South 
European theatre, do they seldom go 


(Continued on page 31) 
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“T’ll Be There”’ 
sr H ELLo? Hello, is that you, John? 


There—see? I called you at 

exactly the hour you said!” 

‘“Yeah—forty minutes late.” 

“What? Oh, well, what if it is forty 
minutes late, it is the same hour, isn’t 
it? So there! Well, anyway, what 
time do you want me to meet you, 
dear?” 

“Say, listen, 


” 


I’m all tied up 
now- 

“Oh, I know, you're terribly busy, 
and that’s why I want to save your 
time by having you say what time will 





be most convenient for you, so I can 
plan accordingly and be there right on 
the——” 

“Listen, they’re just starting con- 
ference! If you'd called when I said, 
I'd have had ti——” 

“IT know, dear, I’m terribly sorry, 
but I found the sweetest dress and it 
took so long to get waited on, but I'll 
make it up to you for calling late by 
being there this afternoon right on the 
dot, whenever or wherever you say, 





sO 

“Say, listen, they’re going in now! 
Can’t you call la——” 

“No, because I want to know right 
now what time is best for you, so I 
can plan and be sure to be there and 
not make you wait. So tell me, dear. 
Four-thirty ? 


Is that too early for 








JUDGE 
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“Lay off that Amalgamated, George—it’s down ten points!” 


you? Or five? I'll make it any time 
you say. And tell me where, too. At 
the office? Or at Snaft’s, so we can 
have tea? But don’t let me influence 


you, dear, because I want you to say 
just whatever’s best for you.” 


“What the 


























“Gee—Charley’s getting snooty, he’s got a doorman now! 
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™ 7? 


heck’s the use of my 


saying, it won’t make any difference 
anyway, and I tell you, darn it, I’ve 
got to g . 





“ 


Es, it will too make a difference, 
because I tell you I will be there, 
to make up for calling late. So you've 





got to go ahead and say 

“Well, make it Forty-second and 
Fifth, then, on the office 
five! G'bye, I gotta go——” 

“Wait, John! Where did you say? 
Forty-second and Fifth? On the cor 
Oh! And what 
time did you say—five? Oh, well 
well, all right. I'll be there. At least, 
I'll try. Although I'll probably have 
a hard time making it, because at five 
o'clock [’ll probably be way uptown 
somewhere, and you know how slow 
the busses travel at that time, and be 
sides the stores don’t close till five 


corner, at 


ner your office is on? 


thirty, and I’ve got a terrible amount 
of stuff to get and see to, and—oh, 
John, I really just don’t see how I 
can do it. J tell you—why don’t we 
make it the corner of Fifty-seventh 
and Fifth, where the busses stop, at 
quarter to six? Is that all right? 
Are you sure, dear—because I don’t 
want to have it inconvenient for you 
so you'll have to lose time or anything. 
Well, all right then, dear, Fifty-sev 
enth and Fifth at quarter to six! I'll 
be there, right on the dot! And now 
run along to your conference, like a 
good boy, and don’t be late!” 


—M. R. Deirricu 
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“Shh! Bert, I got a bite!” 
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Tale of the Dark 

Ts tell this about a well-known 

ex-prospector, gambler, playwright, 
raconteur and wise crevasser who was 
also once a prizefiglit manager. He 
came into a fighter who was pretty 
good but not good enough to defeat 
the only man who stood between him 
self and a meeting with the champion. 
The in-between was a_ black, black 
licorice drop, too, and known as the 
Kentucky Rosebud. The manager ar- 
ranged a match for his man with the 
Rosebud and decided before the fight 
that the only way to win it was by 
foul means. Accordingly, the night 
before the fight, he and gang de- 
scended on Harlem, kidnapped the 
Rosebud in the deadest night, rode 
him far into the country, fed him a 
bottle of gin and then forced him to 
road work half the night tied to the 
ear. They left him just before dawn, 
exhausted, tied-up, miles 
city. 


from the 


The man- 
ager and his pals sat confident in their 
corner, their man in the ring, fit, 
happy. It looked like a cinch. The 
Rosebud could never show up, unless 

If he didn’t show up the 
forfeited. On the other 
hand, if he did show up, he would be 
light feather- 
duster to the chin’d finish him off. 

A few seconds delay and the crowd 
grew 


Fight time came round. 


by miracle. 
fight was 


in such condition a 


restless. The manager’s face 
was all smiles as he watched the time- 


keeper's watch. Suddenly a_ roar. 


Down the aisle skipped the Rosebud, 
Into the 


fresh and dapper and shiny. 


py Wt Fast 
Ali es wal | 


ring he climbed, stepped in the resin, 
danced around and was ready to fight. 
The gong—smack—and the white 
hope was out till next Thursday. 

And before the origi- 
nal smile the manager 
had been wearing had had 
a chance to clear, he real- 
ized that all his work had 
been in vain. He and his 
gang had = gotten’ the 
wrong Ethiopian! 


There is also the fa- 
mous story of the time 


Wilson Mizner learned Q 
of the death of Stanley 
Ketchel, the great mid \ 
dleweight of a generation 

or sO ago. Mizner had A 

won the right to manage \ \ 

Ketchel from some man- “th 


ager in a crap game and 
he had built up a tre 
mendous respect for Ket- 


chel because of the fel- S- 


low’s unbelievable fighter’s 

heart. Well, at the time, Mizner was 
in his gambling salon when a West- 
ern Union boy ran in with a telegram. 
It read: “Stanley Ketchel Shot in 
Brawl and Dying. What Shall I Do?” 
Without batting a lash, Mizner said: 
“Boy, take this answer: Count ten 
over the — and he'll get up!” 





Eye-queues 
He are the answers to the I. Q. 


testers of last week and I hope 
you didn’t put in too rough a week 





\WNIOR ATIENDS HE CRENING OF LIFILE CABSAR’ GANGSTER ULE 
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working them out. Don’t worry, how 
ever, if you didn’t get them right. 
People with large I. Q.’s usually wind 
up as Vice Presidents of Banks and 
things. It’s follier to be 
wise, in other words. 
The flaw to the ques 
tion about the man who 
was dreaming about being 
guillotined and died that 
instant when his wife 
tapped him on the back 
of the neck with a glove 
is: How 
know what he was dream- 
ing about—if at all? 
While the 


wisely refused the Roman 


does anyone 


collector 


ALL ABOUT coin with 50 B.C. on 
“ESE it because the Romans 
RADIO 


5 { could hardly have minted 
on coins B.C., there being no 


such reckoning for them. 
Hence the coin was a 
fake. 

Here are two more. A 
certain revolutionary gent 
had a farm down Trenton way. On 
the farm he had a watermelon patch. 
One night he went down to the patch 
to cut himself a slice of melon and, 
looking across the field, he saw Wash 
ington cross the Delaware. What's 
wrong with this picture? 

A banker about to fly to Cleveland 
has left important pa- 
pers at the bank. He rushes back to 
the bank, and though it is closed the 
night watchman lets him in. He gets 
the papers and is about to leave when 
the night watchman says: “I think 
you ought to go by train. Last night 
I dreamed you started for Cleveland 
by plane and never got there. The 
plane crashed.” The Bank President 
Says: “Pooh, my good 
back to the plane, flies to 
Cleveland, transacts his business and 
flies back. Nothing happened. The 
first thing he did on his return was to 
fire the watchman. Why? 


discovers he 


man !’’- 
rushes 


Narcissus Complex 


[*': only an idea on my part, but 

then you never can tell. Much 
against my will I saw the first show- 
ing of “Little Caesar,” a gangster 
glorifier. It occurred that as the pic- 
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ture dealt in the main with the con- 
ceit of the gangster there might be a 
few in the theatre watching them- 
selves preen around the screen. Well, 
when the lights went up, I looked 
around. Ten will get you twenty if 
the house wasn’t packed with gorillas. 
Half the better known mobsmen in 
town were present. ‘Two cops lin- 
gered in the rear, probably sneaking 
off duty on the corner to do so. And, 
who knows, perhaps that gent who 
breathed Bacardi down my neck in 
Row K was the lad who gave Mr. 
Rothstein his one-way ticket to para- 
dise. The tip’s free, Mr. Mulrooney! 


Tweet, Tweet 
You have, doubtless, been wanting 


to know the true story of those 
two canaries on the Cheerio Program 
of the National Broadcasting Co. (and 
if you haven’t you're going to know, 
anyhow). They are Dickie and Blue- 
boy, the property of a Mrs. Freeman, 
who brings them to work every a.m. 
muffled in velvet robes, shawls, ete. 
Each has his own tiny microphone 
over which he twitters and tweets from 
8.30 to 9 every morning. In the 
summer Dickie and Blueboy have a 
three weeks’ vacation (for molting, 
ete.), and then their understudies are 
brought to the studio to perform in 
their place. The understudies aren’t 
so hot, but they aren’t nearly so tem- 
peramental either, which relieves the 
strain on everyone in the studio, in- 
cluding the numerous lackeys whose 
only job is to cater to the wants, 
needs, etc., of Dickie and Bluey. 


Unimportant Items 
Tes are so bad in New York 


sporting circles that the prelimi- 
nary fighters at the Madison Square 
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allowed to eat their 
sponges between rounds. 


Garden are 


They would have you believe that 
the Pope himself issued the notice 
which Savoldi from 
Notre Dame for violating the celibacy 
act. 


removed Joe 


Two drunks were out driving. The 
pace was furious. A sudden “Whoosh!” 
The other clutched at the driver and 
cried: “Fa gossakes, lookout. Y’almos’ 
hit that hay wagon.” ‘Wha’ hay- 
wagon?” asked the driver. 


They say many animals don’t mind 
being in the zoo since they frequently 
don’t know their surroundings from 
the jungle. Thus, a female tiger will 
often drag her newborn cubs back and 
forth across the cage until she has 
traveled miles and miles—the idea 
being to keep them from being eaten 
by their daddy! 


Quite recently they opened a very 
swell hostelry in Havana called the 
Nacional, and on the opening night 
they gave a great big ball in the great 
big ballroom and the students outside 
in the street who haven’t been behav- 
ing very well down there lately threw 
some great big tear bombs through the 
window and the guests all had to 
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leave the dance floor, but not before 
some Casabiancea in the orchestra held 
his ground and struck up the strains 
of ... you'll never guess—‘‘ Dancing 
With Tears in My Eyes.” 


And there is a good Christian Sci- 
ence story making the rounds which 
has nothing to do with hired men. A 
gentleman was seen to rise in a thea 
tre during the performance and ask 
loudly, “Is there a Christian Scientist 
in the house?” A nice old person rose 
The first 
gentleman said, “Then, would you 
mind changing seats with me? I’m sit- 
ting in a draft.” 


and said, “I, sir, am one!” 


High Tone Stuff 


I’ you’ve come into a couple of 

billion dollars and happen up to 
the Central Park Casino these nights 
for dinner, you may be tapped on the 
shoulder by a mysterious gent and 
asked to come with him—draggee and 
all. With the air of a dick, he will 
usher you into a pine room and you 
will be told to stand up against a bar. 
Well, sir, when you get over the shock 
you find that you are in none other 
than the new Central Park Casino 
Oyster Bar, swanky and magnificent 
in pine trimmings, and you are about 
to partake of the oysters you ordered. 
The pine, by the way, is real, with 
genuine knots in it and rough looking. 
Behind the bar is an expert oyster 
opener, and, boy, does he make the 
shells fly! Only don’t call them oys- 
ters. He’s a Columbia University 
graduate and “ersters” is what they're 
called around the College with the 
Asphalt Campus. 
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irH a surprising lack of in- 


genuity, Dr. Clifford Gray 
Twombly, of Lancaster, Pa., 
and Bishop Ernest Stires, of Long 
Island, have decided that fully thirty 
per cent of our movies are poisoning 
the minds of the youths of the land. 
This idea was worth front-page atten- 
tion ten years ago, but Dr. Twombly’s 
excitement is worth looking at merely 
because of the evidence he 
forth to support his accusation. 
Says the Doctor: “You cannot go 
to the moving-picture theatres today 
with any assurance that you or your 
children will not see something sug- 


gestive, 


brings 


obscene or salacious before 


the show is over. Does the fact 
that in two months’ time 150 Ameri- 
can films have been barred in toto 


from Canada and Australia mean that 
American parents are becoming less 
sensitive to what is unclean? Does it 
mean that is becoming 
the debaucher and corrupter of the 
world?” 

All of which, imagine, 
sent me reeling out into the night to 
search for some of these debauching 


America 


as you can 


jobs and, unless Lancaster has a pro- 
ducer all its own, I must confess that 
after an evening’s work I was even 
debauched than I was when I 
started. 

First I saw a movie called “Little 
Caesar.” The hero of this movie is a 
killer and an outlaw, it is true. How- 
ever, if I were a censor in Canada my 
only grounds for objections to this 
one would be 1, monotony; 2, Edward 
Robinson. By now we know that all 
detectives have a sense of humor, that 
they wear down their prey by their 
funny sayings, that they never get 
angry or raise their voices. By now 
the dumbest movie fan knows that 
gangsters wear evening clothes night 
and day and that they live in Crane 
plumbing showrooms. Mr. Robinson 
once was a good character actor, but 
he has gone so completely Hollywood 
that the most uncritical patron must 
be a little tired of his heaving and toe 
dragging. 


less 


By 
PARE LORENTZ 


[tt Carsar,” then, left me more 
than a little bored and not one 
whit corrupted. I next attended a 
show called “One Heavenly Night,” 
and while I will admit to Dr. Twom- 
bly that I did not expect to find an 
Episcopal version of life among the 
harpsters, I did notice that Sydney 
Howard and Louis Bromfield wrote 
the show, and, as they lecture at our 
most virtuous girls’ schools, I went 
with no shady desire for obscenity. 

The action takes place in obscene, 
salacious and suggestive Vienna. A 
cigarette girl agrees to impersonate 
an infamous music-hall artist. She 
retires to the country with a_ bald- 
headed musician and is, by nightfall, 
attacked by the local count. I must 
admit that to all appearances the 
count meant no good and the lady was 
forced to run home in the rain, but the 
following night the count learns she 
is an innocent girl, and everything 
ends in a strictly conventional, happy, 
Episcopal 


manner. There is 


that is 


some 


music suggestive of all the 


Viennese music written since “Die 
Fledermaus.” Leon Errol interrupts 
the singing long enough to run 


through the old pantomimes he has 
been doing for the past fifteen years, 
and if you never have seen him, you 
might be amused at his folding legs. 
Evelyn Laye is far lovelier than the 
camera gives her credit for being, and 





Recommended 


“The Blue Angel”—A sombre German 
show, with Emil Jannings and Marlene 
Dietrich. Long and foreordained, but 
worth a look. 


“The Criminal 


drama, with some 


Code”—F air 
excellent 
“The Devil to Pay”—Ronald Colman 
ssful prodigal son. 

“Feet First’—A Negro comic is fun- 
nier than Lloyd. Amusing at times. 
“Morocco”—The 1931 vampire, Miss 
Dietrich, in another Foreign Legion ro- 
mance that happens to be well directed 
in parts. 

“Paid”—A_ fair presentation of the 
old play, “Within the Law.” 

“See America Thirst”—A gorgeous 
satirical idea carelessly produced 
“Sous Les Toits de Paris’”—Extremely 
charming in every way. 


melo- 
acting. 


as a succe 
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her voice does not record very well. 
Thus, Dr. Twombly, the only reason 
I wouldn’t take my little brother to 
see “One Heavenly Night” is that my 
little brother, if I had one, would be 
thoroughly unamused. 


Ne upright reformer could object to 
“The Criminal Code.” In this 
preachment against the injustice of 
our penal system, a boy is sent up by 
a slick district attorney for involun- 
tary manslaughter. Years later the 
attorney is appointed warden of the 
penitentiary. The boy whose life he 
ruined falls in love with his daughter. 


Fortunately, Phillips Holmes and 
Constance Cummings give the most 


natural and sincere performances | 
have seen in the movies for a long 
spell, so good, in fact, that this obvious 
and far-fetched action of the plot takes 
on some lifelike color. The show is 
repetitious and moves much too slowly. 
Walter Huston gives a very able per 
formance and helps the young people 
to make the whole thing partially ef- 
fective. 


| HESE 


three very disappointingly 


unsalacious movies which I saw 
through the encouragement of Dr. 


Twombly are typical of the routine 
practised for years by the producers. 
One was a crook melodrama, one a 
phoney problem play and one a lame 
attempt at Continental farce. While 
the movie writers are no more limited 
in their choice of subject matter than 
the successful stage carpenters of the 
present, it would be a relief if a 
school of writers could develop in 
Seattle or Birmingham or even Bos- 
ton. The Hollywood-New York com- 
muters are so inbred, for all their pur- 
poses the U. S. might be bounded by 
Tony's and the Ambassador Hotel. 
A problem play of some novelty might 
be built around a minister, a choir 
leader, a prohibition agent and an hon- 
est but innocent bootlegger’s daughter. 
Such people are a bit more important 
dramatic material, to me, at 
than the Count of Zuppa. 


least, 
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EE Catrina 5 


usually charges like a saw buck or even 
a double saw buck for what she calls a 
reading. 

S° last night I and Jack were out and 
we had nothing to do, so we went 
up to see this star reader. Her name 
is Mrs. Perriwinkle. 

She was nice but she did ask the sil- 
liest questions. Like she asked me, 
“What do you dream about at night?” 

I could only blush and say, “Oh, 
Mrs. Perriwinkle.” 

“I see,” she says, “And now, tell me 
when you was born.” 

“April 1,” I says to her, “And please 
do not make any cracks about April 
Fool because every year I hear them all 
on my birthday.” 

“Do you have strong dislikes? 
asks, looking at a chart. 

“Dearie, yes,” I tell her, “Like I hate 
to get hit in the eye by a baked apple. 
I also am not very crazy about sing 








” 


she 





ing in the rain and I am never happy 
when I have sand in my shoes.” 
(Continued on page 28) 


y : “Don’t bother, I just want the coupon.” 


e | JUST THE BEST TIME 








the Just then the guy turns a bit green and says, “S’funny how 
‘ dizzy you get riding in side cars.” Then he goes to sleep 
with a thud and Jack puts him in a back room to rest up for 


in 


¢ : 
e By Quentin ReyNo ps 
re “V7 ov have a complaint, madam? You bought those stock- 

d ings here only two months ago and now they are in 
st , shreds? Pul-leeze, madam, what do you think they are— 

I ast iron? You don’t expect to keep a pair of stockings for 
Ss two months, I hope. Why you couldn't even keep a husband 

1S that long.” ... The nerve of that woman, Mamie. She re- 

se minds me of that hot mamma who trundles up to the counter 

1S j . few weeks ago waving one stocking. 

y: | “T bought a pair of sheer $1.39 special hose here the day i 

r 4 before yesterday,” she squawks, “and already I lost one of ; 
le them. What shall I do?” i 
f- I says to her, “Dearie, either get yourself a wooden leg ; ° 

or save that one stocking till next Xmas and then hang it : 4 
over the fireplace.” ; e | 

ly 4 But oh, Mamie, I forgot to tell you. I was out with my 5 : \a | | 
Ww a Jack last night and we had just the best time. And, Mamie, C ; | 1 
Yr. he practically proposed to me. : ° 1 
ne Well, Mamie, you know that Jack is now working at the ° \ 
rs : Plumbers and Mechanics’ Bridge and Whist Club, and the Q | e 
a | other night a woman comes in with her heart interest, and : | 
me q her heart interest immediately starts riding around in side ' 
ile 4 cars. Now, after this pineapple has lapped up about twelve Z 0 | : 
ed of these side cars, Jack suggests that he switch to something 5 . a 
on lighter, like dynamite or something. 0 


os~- { a while. 

m- a) So the woman says to Jack, “Big Boy, if you are a perfect 
er gentleman, you would take me home on account of I am 
by afraid to go home alone, as this city of ours is getting ter- 
tel. rible and a girl is not safe walking around alone at four in 
ght the morning.” 


oir So the boss tells Jack to take her home and Jack does 








on- same. She is very nice and she tells Jack that she is a star 

ter. gazer and she can tell all about the past, present and future 

ant by reading the stars. She says he should come up to her —— —- 

ast, place some time and see her, and if he has a wonder girl he “Another transatlantic flyer?” 
should bring her and it will not cost anything, although she “Naw—window washer!” 
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JUDGE 


ti looks as though the new economy 
wave was hitting literature. Books 
are being made to last, not only be 
cause of their bulk, but because of 
their substance and treatment. The 
novels of the past few years: the ex 
thises and thats; the psychological 
explanations of Fanny’s first misstep 
(or her second and third); the half 
uttered striving of stifled souls that re 
main half-uttered until the last page; 
the boy finding his soul at college 
are still with us. But—and wave them 
banners, boys,—a new literature has 
been marching toward us on slow, de 
liberate steps: the R. v. R.’s and 
others that may be ponderous, often 
dull but undeniably important, some 
how. We hope soon to be reviewing 
literature again and not just books. 

Take something like “Success,” for 
instance. By Lion Feuchtwanger, it 
is thoroughly adult in every little bit 
down to the pinkies. It is, first of all, 
800 pages in length and is the kind of 
book that leaves you always with 200 
pages to go no matter how far you 
have read in it. But everyone of 
these pages is so crammed with some 
thing, be it character, incident, idea, 
or action—that not a thing is lost in 
a careful fine-combing of it. In other 
words, it is German to the bone 
meaty, weighty, terrifically serious, 
heavy and masterfully constructed. 

Like all German books it might 
have been done in half its length. But 
if you were to cut anything out you 
would be committing a major opera- 
tion. 

In his mastodonic style, Feucht- 
wanger has attempted to write a his- 
torical novel of the present, a picture 
of the 1920s seen two hundred years 
hence, perhaps, or two million light 
years off. He has succeeded in ere- 
ating a purely intellectual study of 
injustice and political corruption in 
Bavaria (though it might be anywhere 
else). The peg on which he hangs 
this cartoon satire of political stupid- 
ity is a slight one. It tells of one 
Kruger, an unpopular art director of 
Bavaria, who is railroaded by his po- 
litical enemies into a prison term on a 
charge of perjury. His mistress at- 
tempts to get his release and succeeds 
only by carrying her war into the 
boudoir. She lays bare thereby the 
whole corrupt system of government. 

















Mrs. Mackeret—Yes, children, your dear father died with a silver 
spoon in his mouth, 

















OB PULLER This sketchy basis is, of course, 

: hung like a Christmas tree that has to 
Ganester—T hat’s the last time you'll do any driving when we’re trying to serve a huge orphan asylum, with all 
take some bird for a ride! of Feutchwanger’s myriad characters 
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and their cross-purposes, till it bends 
to the floor, groaning with its good- 
nesses. Curiously, however, there are 
no pleasant characters in the whole 
gallery. Never do they inspire sym- 
pathy, yet the reader follows their 
problems with great, absorbing in- 
terest. Which may be a criticism of 
the novel, or it may have been Herr 
Feuchtwanger’s intention. We think 
the latter the case, for he does want 
to inspire sympathy for the crusading 
intellectual spirit of the piece. 


In sum, it is a difficult novel to 
warm up to. It is not great, but it is 
tremendously important. One can re- 
spect it but not love it. Naturally, 
the Literary Guild selected it. 


a one time Maxwell Bodenheim 
commanded a small amount of 
attention (if not respect) by virtue of 
writing openly about the Great Physi- 
cal Urge as practised in the more or 
less natural environs of the railway 
boarding house, the dance hall, the 
flop house and tenderloin. He was a 
bad boy of letters—frank, unafraid 
and irreverent. We didn’t believe the 
racket-making for him—but kept it 
even by not saying anything about 
it or reading his blurt. Since then, 
however, the exigencies of our post 
(ahem!) has sullied that happy state 
of ignorance and we've been forced to 
worm through two of his bocks. We 
feel that our cup overfloweth. 

From these two drippy works: 
“Sixty Seconds,” and now, ‘Naked 
on Roller Skates” (subtle, to say the 
least, the title, eh?), we gather the 
following about him. That everything 
we ever thought of him without having 
read anything by him was true: he 
was the first author we’d ever seen 
who looked as though he wrote the 
sort of books he wrote. That he is a 
cheaply sensational writer, who dresses 
up strictly true confession with a lot 
of philosophic, psychologic, eupheuis- 
tic tither. That his bitterness lacks 
any touch of the noble and lacks ex- 
cuse for being. That he offers noth- 
ing to us in the way of good writing, 
experience, wisdom or compassion, 
which he gives you to believe he is 
always conscious of spreading. That 
he is a pathetic reminder of the days 
when Greenwich Village cloaked li- 
cense with the batiks of Art and 
rarely washed its neck. We're sorry 
for him but he’s verBodenheim as far 
as we're concerned. —TeEp SHANE 
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“Aw, 


Some 
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gee! Just let us finish this rubber.” 





Mig hs Vr 


poor devil probably spent a whole Sunday getting 
that clinker out of his furnace. 


























THE GOOD 


HERE was I, facing the fire—my 
gouty foot outstretched to catch 
the smallest atom of warmth. And 
there was my nephew, blue eyes 


aglow, hanging eagerly on every word 
that I spoke. Ah, thought I, this was 
the penalty and the pleasure of age. 
To have to sit by—that’s pain—but 
to have memories of days gone by, ah! 

“Tell me more, Uncle,” pleaded my 
nephew, breathlessly. 

“Well, Wally,” I said, “I 
there really isn’t much more to tell. 
The principles of life, after all, were 
practically the same. 
didn't the and im 
provements that have been invented; 
but we struggled along—and, if I may 
say so, we got along pretty well. In 
fact, I think that the men bred in 
those days were a sturdier stock than 
your generation.” 

“I expected that,” my nephew said. 


guess 


Of course, we 


have refinements 


JUDGE 
OLD DAYS 


“You need more discipline,” I said. 
“I’m going to tell your mother.” 

“She's out dancing,” said the neph 
ew, “Carry on, Uncle.” 

“Sports were about the same as 
they are today. We had our idols of 
football, baseball, and we uttered the 
same kind of complaints concerning 
the boxing game. It was crooked... .” 

“It still Tagg 

“T can still read the papers,” I said 
a trifle sternly, “even though I do 
seem to you to be rather an old fogey.” 

“You don’t seem much of a fogey,” 
said Wally, but he didn’t bother to 
tell me just what I did seem like. 

“Finances,” | and | 
groaned. “In my time fortunes were 
made and lost in a month, a week, a 
day. Though, come to think of it. 
it’s identically the same these days.” 

“You must have had some time of 
it, Uncle.” 


murmured, 
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“Say, Jenny—I wonder what 
happened to them initials I carved 


here forty years ago?” 


“No more than you,” I said. 

“I don’t have much of a chance.” 
Wally said. 

“Why not?” 

“Well, I haven’t enough. . .” 

I knew it! 


He was going to put 
the bee on me! 


But I'd let myself in 
for it, so I gave him ten. We old fel- 
lows talk too much anyhow. 

“Be careful, young fella,” I said. 

“I will. I got a date. And with 
the cutest girl—a dancer on the Para- 
mount-Publix stage show.” 

“Oh,” I said, and I was going to 
give him hell; but I held back. Mem 
ories held me. For I could remember 
when I, I too, had passed the grand 
passion with that sweet in “Strike Up 
the Band.” 

Will the good old days of 1930 ever 
return? —Davin S. LenmMan 
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HOSTS WE'VE MET BUT ONCE 
The Old Boy Who Forgets He’s Invited You at All! 





























NUTTY NEWS Just the Best Time 








(Continued from page 23) 



















ME MOLL “I thought so,’ Mrs. Perriwinkle 
ir g ,” Mrs. 
are says happily, “You are really a very 

Boston, Mass.— 


DESE PF — unusual girl and the stars was all out 
: , when you was born. I think you will 
marry a handsome dark gentleman 
and be very happy, but if I was you I 
would never stand under a tree during 
a thunderstorm.” 
“Marvelous,” Jack says, “I do not 
see how you do it.” 


After serving a 
jail sentence for 
illegally wearing 





a_ sailor’s uni- 
form, Corredo 
Dalessio was 
\\ rearrested for 
wearing the same 
uniform. “I was 
on my way to 


“It is all done with mirrors and 
wires,’ Mrs. Perriwinkle says sim- 
ply, “But tell me, Big Boy, do you 
think you can make this little girl 
happy?” 


see my girl,” he 
explained, “and 
she’s just crazy 
aboutsailor. 
° ”” 
suits, 


“Yes,” my Jack says, “I am going 
to make her very happy.” 

Well, Mamie, I knew right away 
what he meant, but I could only blush 
and say, “Oh, Jack!” And I was so 











St. Clairsville, O.— excited and so grateful to Mrs. Perri- 
Mrs. Clyde Patterson winkle, for I knew that Jack was just 
has been appointed cu-razy about me, but he just never 
bailiff of Common had nerve enough to say to me, “I 
Pleas Court here. Her offer you my hand and heart, fair 
chief duty will be to one.” So I said to Jack, “Jack, let 
eubdeec ‘obstreperous us go home, as it is getting late and 
prisoners in the court Mrs. Perriwinkle must be tired and 

vee. i have eyestrain from reading the stars.” 


“Good night, children,’ Mrs. Per 
riwinkle says, “I hope you will come 
again. I really do need a rest, as I 
have a date with my boy friend tomor- 
row and I suppose we will go riding 
in side cars again and how those cars 
jolt a person!” 








| 










Well, finally we get away and I am 
just stuttering with impatience wait- 
ing for Jack to say something. My 
dear, I am practically smothered. But 
Jack does not say anything, and I fig- 
ure he is just nervous, so I will help 
him out, and I say to Jack, I say, 
“Say, Jack, tell me what did you mean 
when you said before, that you was 
going to make me very happy?” 

Jack laughed, “I forgot all about 
that, Babe. I got two tickets for the 
chowder party and ball of the Hank 
Walker Marching and Cheering Club, 
and Big Hank, he’s the leader, you 
know, give them to me himself when 
he was in our place the other night. 
So you and I will go and I know you 
will have a good time and that is 
what I meant when I said I would 
make you happy.” 

Well, Mamie, for a minute I felt 
like crowning my big handsome apple, 
but then I figured that he was just 
bashful and didn’t have the nerve to 
ask me what he really wanted to ask 
me, because I know that Jack is just 
cu-razy about me and it won't be long 
before we are getting mail addressed 
to Mr. and Mrs., and Mamie, you 
must come to our wedding and then 
you will always be welcome at our 
love nest. Oh, and Mamie, I am so 
crazy about Jack, and whenever we 
go out we have just the best time. 
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YOu KNOW iTS 
ILLEGAL To BLOW 
A WHISTLE 







Paris, France —In 
its anti-noise session 


ae eee 













here, the internation- 







al congress of public 
hygiene voted in fa- 
vor of the prohibition 
of horns and whistles 
as gifts to children. 
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London, Eng.— 
Twenty - eight 
doctors were 
called to eaz- 
amine Daniel 
Evans, a miner, 
and offered 
twenty-eight 
different opin- 
ions as to what 
was the matter 
with him. 
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Below are reprinted the fifth and sixth problems in the $22,000 Bridge Contest, 
In following issues of Jupce the remaining six prob- 
When scoring is completed prizes will be awarded and names of 


together with Mr. Lenz’ solutions. 
lems will be shown. 
successful contestants will be published. 
Problem No. 5 
CARD READING 





@AJ109875 @kK63 
942 9753 
©KQ108 OJ4 

a None + QQ 7 432 








The Bidding: 
SOUTH 


WEST 


NORTH EAST 


3 Hearts 3 Spades | Pass Pass 

















4 Hearts 4 Spades Pass Pass 
Double Pass Pass Pass 
The Play: (Winning card on each round is shown 


by italics). 


NORTH EAST SOUTH WEST 


Heart nine | Heart three | Heart ten | Heart two 








Heart five 





Heart eight 











. 5 Comet | 
Heart Ace | Heart four | 


Heart six Heart seven| Heart King | Spade five 


WHAT CARD SHOULD WEST LEAD NEXT? 
GIVE REASON, IN NOT MORE THAN FIFTY 
WORDS. 


Mr. Lenz’ Solution 

West must lead the Ace of Spades. 

If North holds at least one Spade, the 
contract cannot be defeated. Holding 
three Hearts, North would have supported 
partner if void of Spades. South may 
hold one Spade, so a first round finesse 
would be unnecessarily hazardous. 

(Maximum score, 10 points) 

The deal complete: 


@Q12 

Y 986 

9752 

&IJ965 
@K63 
U753 
OJ4 


€Q7432 





@ None 


9 AKQJ10 

9 A963 

4AK108 

A large number of players led the Jack 

of Spades and finessed on the first round. 
While this would produce identical re- 
sults, it would have been poor play, as 
South might easily have held the singleton 
Queen of Spades. With two little Spades, 
North would not have had an assisting bid. 
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Problem No. 6 
CARD READING 














| 


@KQ42 975 
YVAI9S K 6 
OKS AJ973 
ak Q9 732 
The Bidding: 
WES1 NORTH EAST SOUTH 

—_ 

r No Trump Pass Pass Pass | | 











The Play: (Winning card on each round is shown 


by italics). 


NORTH FAS SOUTH WEST 





| j 7 l 
Club four | Club two Club Jack | ¢ lub Oneen 





| Diamond Diamond Diamond 
two three Queen King 


Diamond 





WHAT CARD SHOULD WEST LEAD NEXT 
AND WHAT CARD SHOULD BE PLAYED 
FROM DUMMY? GIVE REASONS, IN NOT 
MORE THAN FIFTY WORDS. 





Mr. Lenz’ Solution 

West must lead the Diamond and East 
play an honor. 

North has opened from a four-card suit. 
If South’s Diamond is a singleton, then 
North must have held five Diamonds and 
would have led from that suit. 

(Maximum score, 10 points) 
The deal complete: 





@4KQ42 e975 
gAJ98 YK 6 
oKS8 OAJ973 
#kKQ9 4732 








#A1086 
910753 
0Q 10 
#J85 


If South had played the ten on the first 
round of Diamonds, the Queen would have 
been pretty well marked in that hand. 
The false-card of the Queen tends to lo- 
cate the ten, because, holding the Queen 
and six, there would have been little ob- 
ject in false-carding. With a low Dia- 


| mond falling from the South hand, a Dia- 
mind finesse by Declarant would not have 
been bad play. 
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ou can’t 
win the Derby 
with a truck 


peers oooc,—— 





HY handicap your skill at 

the card table with poor 
quality cards that stick, soil 
quickly .. . and deal the way a 
truck horse runs? Better pay a 
trifle more and use Aristocrats — 
the cards that aristocrats among 
players prefer. Aristocrat cards 
have the feel of quality, the 
wonderful surface that stays clean 
longer the shuffle and the 
pickup that you have always 
wanted. High lustrous finish as 
well as linen finish. Look for the 
bank-note backs — exclusive in 
this brand. Then you'll be sure 
of Aristocrats . . . thoroughbreds 
among cards. 





Attetorra 


PLAYING CARDS 


RUSSELL PLAYING CARD CO 
NEW YORK, U. S. A. 


Bridge and Poker Packs 
Manufacturers also of the exquisite 
“Regal Multi-Color Bridae Cards” 
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FOR ONCE THE CROWD AGREES 





Betty: “I'm going 
to nominate Saltzman 
for the Nobel Peace 
Prize." 

Edith: “Why?" 
“Well, Bob used to 
war for good food; 
Jack for peppy mu- 
sic; and Fred for his 
pocketbook. Now they 
all go into a huddle 
—and in unison say 


—SALTZMAN’S |" 


Club Dinner with Dancing $2.00 per person 

—6 to 9:30—Weekdays and Sundays. No 

Cover Charge. Club Luncheon Complete 

$1.25. Ala carte of course. Dancing Satur- 

day Luncheon ... Open Sundays at Noon. 
VAnderbilt 3-7057. 


SALTZMAN’ | 


RESTAURANT 


LINCOLN BUILDING 
6O EAST 42nd STREET 


Opposite Grand Central Terminal 





YOU MAKE 
A 
CROSS WORD 
PUZZLE 
¢ 


of JUDGE'S subscrit 


ers are making their crc 


Many 


words pay. Easy money and 


a barrel of fun besides. 
JUDGE'S Editors will con- 
sider timely, funny, witty 


yes, satirical cross word 
puzzles and will edit and pay 
$10.00 each for all puzzles 


accepted. 


Make a game of it—get 
your friends together and tie 
wise-cracks with 


Webster and Funk & Wao- 


up your 


nalls. 


CROSS WORD EDITOR 
JUDGE — 18 East 48th Street 
New York, N. Y. 








Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 193 
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Submitted by Cathe e Mac Millar 
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Horizontal 


A literary digest 

The world’s gamest loser. 

The call of the wild (at a foot-ball game 

What the faculties of some colleges should do to foot- 
ball games 

This is pugnacious and stingy. 

4 popular visitor to Florida. 

Phis is all out of sorts today 

What she should have done to that ripping gown. 


This is all run down this winter 

This always lives in a trunk and is ready to leave in the 
Spring 

his is able to keep éven toothpaste from being a dry 
subject 

A pleasant thing to do in a warm and cosy place when 


the outs ide world is cold and dreary 
What the family never does since the new radio came 
This was seen and then it was sawn. (Does that sound 


sane?) 
What a bed time story does to sleep 
These are often held up in Chicago because they are 


inning sround the Loop at all hours of the night 
This pertains to your own Community 
What the house looks like the morning after 
What he saw in her eyes. 
After the crash this was the first to go into the hole 
As singers these have been a howling 
The way a woman stands in a clothes-line argument. 
An automobile mixture. 
An old fashioned gir 
A constellation 
This always remains in Florida during the winter. 
Ready for the press 
You can have a pict 
ground floor 
The four letter burden of crossword puzzles 
The way he turned when he saw the motor cop. 
A board of directors 
Because this is abbreviated it means half pay for someone. 
Don't worry this is only a theory 
To be down in the dumps. 
What Floyd Gibbons can do 70 miles an hour 
This is ready to catch some one 
A crustacean having 7 pairs of legs of equal length. 
(This is a whole leg show in itself.—Page Mr. Ziegfeld.) 
Although this has several high degrees it is down and out 
this winter. 
. 
Vertical 
This proves it. 
Just as likely as not. 
You will find this in every walk of life. 
An accelerator 
The last trick. Everyone would like to make this meet its 
double. 
Get a doetor to diagnose this. 
Even ankles were not in grandmother's day, 
This has an important date to fill next week. 
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success 


ec with this if you get in on the 





Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed 


». ‘Thos is found even in poetry 
10. A frame for bridge (accomplished by Work 
il his is a winner. 
13. These are beastly apartments. 


lt 4 take-off on the gridiron 

18. : his is where the rub comes 

20. A disease that develops sore heads 

22. This doesn’t mean much in Frances 

24. The U.S. cold storage annex 

26. This makes a good addition to this puzz 

28. A watch with hidden movements 

10. The kind of a scientist Einstein is 

4 A field of poetry that brings in the kine 

35. What a school-girl will do for a complexion. 

3Y 4 short thumb. 

41 What all the employed would like to be 

42. The devil himself ote got he iid of this one. 

43. This was made to bite on. 

45. Persia. 

46. This one is crazy with the heat. 

47. What Amos ‘'n’ Andy have done for th Pepsodent 
Company. 

49. If this is a fur coat you probably will not get it 

52. A peacock butterfly. (Doesn't that sound gorgeous?) 

54 A car that gives good service morning. noon and night. 

56. This and more too 

60. What she got at the bargain counter 

62. There is one of these in every talking picture 

65 An expression that sounds as if some one was “‘regusted 

66. You are working on a sinall margin now. 

67. An old family connection. 
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“We're going to be absolutely 


g?? 


weren't we? 
—Everysopy’s WEEKLY 


The Theatre 
(Continued from page 16) 


to the trouble to learn their lines but, 
when they do learn them, disconcert 
ingly read them a beat behind the 
measure of the text, after the manner 
of a Rudy Vallée song. As for the 


productions revealed by the Greek ag- 


gregation, you'd have to cover a lot of | 


town halls to find their equals. 

The courteous reception accorded 
to the visitors by the gentlemen of the 
New York press was a tribute to the 
latters’ charming manners if not to 
their critical gifts. The grace with 
which they let down Cotopouli and 
her troupe would have aroused the 
envy of the bigger of the Rath 
brothers. 


Nathan Recommends 


“Once in a Lifetime’ (Music Box)—If a 


farce’s purpose to make one laugh, 
this one ha certainly achieved its end in a 
very swell manner. 


“The Green Pastures” (Manstield)—A Bib- 
I illuminated 


lical play without a_ suddenly 
cross, a Bavarian Saviour or a Morris Gest 
flock of sheep Original, humorous, tender | 


and often eloquent. 


“The Vinegar Tree” (Playhouse)—An _ ex- 
cellent troupe headed by Mary Boland in a 
witty handling of the love lives of various 
chiselers. 


“The New Yorkers” (Broadway)—I still say 
that that sketcl revolving around _ the 
M. Durante’s tochus is the funniest thing in 
town, 


“Three’s a Crowd” (Selwyn)—A revue wit! 
a lot of fresh humor and some novelties in 


the way of lighting the dance. 


(Erlanger)—I’'m one of 


“Pine and Dandy” 
hose hom Joe Cook pleasures. Maybe you 


tt Ww 
are too 


Nathan Recommends—with 


Reservations 
“Elizabeth, the Queen” (Beck)—It doesn't 
seem to me to be all that some argue it 1 


y interesting and the 
watchahie 


but it is  occasi 
Fontanne is decided] 





“Five Star Final’? (Cort)—Find all the fault 
with it you will—and very soundly—but it 
will hold you with its devastating muckraking 
of the tabloids. 


“Oh, Promise Me” (Morosco)—If you’re not 
too much of a critic, it will give you consider- 
able entertainment. 


“The Man in Possession” (Booth)—After a 
weak first act, it bucks up and_ provides 
amusement despite its familiar design. 


Notes on Other Exhibits 


“Petticoat Influence” (Empire) — Trivia 
English comedy, with Helen Hayes, the radio 


announcer, in the leading role 


} 


“Midnight” (Guild)—Wobbly melodrama, not 


only below the Guild’s but Al Woods’ standard. 


“This is New York” (Plymouth)—Spottily 
amusing but generally feeble comedy 


“Philip Goes Forth” (Biltmore)—The new 


George Kelly play. See next issue. 


“Tomorrow and Tomorrow” (Miller)—The 


new Philip Barry ditto. Ditto. 


g 
rr 
Dr. Einstein, who says he wants to 
be left strictly alone and un-noticed 
while in this country, might start the 
rumor that he is looking for a job. 
Elmer C. Adams in the 
Detroit News 
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a> PREE—Write for 
fascinating New 
Olson Catalog in 
Colors 





REVERSIBLE 
for Double Wear 


"AMERICA’S FINEST 
Low Price Rugs 


made from Your Old Materials 
By the Olson Patented Process we are able to 
reclaim the valuable material in your old rugs, 
carpets, clothing and weave soft, luxurious Z 
modern rugs in the popular one and two + 
tone colors, or rich Oriental designs. Any size Sa . 

in a week. We guarantee tosatisfy or pay “Cc S 
for your materials. Week's Trial. We 7% » 





pay transportation from all states. 4 o*. 
Send direct—have no agents, Ps ee “ 
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TWENTIETH 
CENTURY 
ENCYCLOPEDIA 


Containing more than 40,000 subject 


extending from remote antiquity 

ugh present-day modernity.  In- 
cluding a Loose-Leaf Revision Service 
enabling the purchaser to keep in 
touch with the latest scientific, inven- 
tive and historical subjects. Ten 
volumes and binder, including the latest 
authentic maps and charts. Super 


finished binding delightfully embossed. 
Complete furnished on 
request without obligation. 

THE WORLD LIBRARY GUILD 


120 BOYLSTON ST., BOSTON, MASS. 
1440 B'WAY, NEW YORK, N.Y. 
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Vermouth -English Dry 







Result—a Martini; e 
with orange== 
a Bronx. 


















| Chapin and the Heroic Reporter 


— H= is another story about the late 
| Charles E. Chapin: 

Years ago Chapin had on his staff a 
young reporter who had influential 
| backing and who, therefore, could not 
easily be fired without cause. Chapin 
| kept his eyes open for a “cause.” 

At that time Bellevue Hospital had 
just employed a woman M.D. as am- 
| bulance surgeon. She was the first 
| woman ambulance surgeon in the his- 
| tory of the city, and so all the news- 
papers tried to get an interview with 
her. All the star reporters had a try 
at the assignment without success. 
Chapin called the cub reporter (who 
| knew nothing of the woman surgeon’s 
inaccessibility ) up to the desk. 

“Here’s a nice assignment for you,” 
he said amiably. “Just hop over and 
interview the new woman ambulance 
surgeon at Bellevue. Get a good in- 
terview. It’s quite important, by the 
way, and if you fail to get it you 
needn’t bother to come back.” 

The reporter went confidently to 
the hospital. There a kindly official 
disillusioned him. The lady doctor 
utterly refused to give interviews. 

The reporter was in despair. At 
last a brilliant and daring idea came 
to him. He went to the East River 
waterfront near Bellevue Hospital 
and accosted a policeman. 

“Officer,” he said, “how would you 
like to make an easy $10? Sounds 
good to you? Right. I’m going to 
throw myself off the dock. You jump 
in and rescue me, then call the ambu- 
lance from Bellevue Hospital. On the 
way to the hospital I'll get an inter- 
view with the woman ambulance sur- 
geon—and save my job.” 
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WHEN you get that thumping feeling in your head— 


} It was a beautiful plan, but a slight 
your business worries constantly on your mind and you flaw appeared in the execution. The 
zt d + hue’ b Tl reporter jumped into the river, and 
is are Cases as a worn-ou USINESS are what you really the patrolman plunged in after him. 
s need is a change of thought—relaxation—laughter. | But the water was cold and the offi- 
“a cer was immediately seized with a 
ry , : . | cramp. The reporter, no very strong 
a JUDGE is the greatest little relaxer in the country. Its | swimmer, had to turn to and strug- 

pages are filled with hilarious laughter and fun. Clip the gle to save the policeman. At last a 

. . +s boatm:z > mM ¢ By - 

little coupon, read Judge and, like Mr. McGinnis, whose nena Seow ae Seyees, SD ae 





conscious. The ambulance from Belle- 

vue came clanging to the scene—with 
| the woman surgeon. But the reporter 
SUBSCRIBE NOW! | remained unconscious and so did not 
| obtain the interview. 

At the hospital, the husky patrol- 
JUDGE—18 East 48th Street 1-31-31 | man came to first and told the doctors 
New York, N. Y. | the whole story. One of the doctors, 

Please send JUDGE for [1] | year, $5.00. [] 2 years, $7.80. deeply touched, called up Chapin and 
[] 21 weeks, $2.00. told him of the reporter's heroic at- 
TO tempt to get the interview. 
| “And,” said the doctor, “the poor 
NAME boy is still unconscious, but we think 
we can bring him around in an hour 
or so. Any message for him? What ° 
shall we tell him?” 
“Tell him he’s fired!” said Chapin. 
—Beverty SMITH IN THE 
Herald Tribune 
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picture you see, your cares will gradually disappear. 
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“It is indeed A BLESSED EVENT” 


—says WALTER WINCHELL 





6h) 
V HAT is this thing that sets The Winch upon his famous ear; that 


half the town does rave about and toasts with honest beer? Well, by the 





holy chops of St. Pancreas, we tried to be prosaic about this thing. We 


cleaned the Corona with Kummel—tfor inspiration; drove out the cat, and 


— 


tightened our belt. If you have napkins, prepare to use them now! 


Now, right off the arm, if you live within fifty miles of New York— 
you're our man. If you ever come to New York, if you might conceivabl; 


; come to New York, or if you know anybody who is planning a trip to New 


York—listen: 


BERS Ao FEDS 


i DINING IN NEW YORK was written by Rian James, after 70,000 
; people had written him for information concerning New York’s 19,000 
restaurants. From this amazing number Rian James has chosen 125—the 
best, the most famous, the most original; in short, those which, by reason 
of superior cuisine, entertainment, or atmosphere, stand out—high, wide 
and apart. Here is all the detailed information—the what, when, where, 
' and how much—that no native New Yorker can tell you. Included are 
i sections on night clubs, Harlem, The Village, Yorkville, wines and tip- 

t ping, cocktail recipes and—well, many other things. 
. : DINING IN NEW YORK is a godsend to the native son (or daughter), 
l the visitor, the casual diner or the gourmet. Here are man’s greatest mas- 


terpieces—from Crépe Suzettes to Irish Stew, from Bouillabaise to Sauer- 
n ni « 
| braten, from Moule Mariniere to Beef a la Strogonoff. 


DINING IN 
NEW YORK 


An Intimate Guide 
BY RIAN JAMES 


266 PAGES 


he 
















$2.50 


rHE JOHN DAY COMPANY Dept. J 
386 FOURTH AVE. 
NEW YORK 


Dear John: 


~ 
| If you aren’t fooling, and your book DINING IN NEW YORK, by Rian James, is really the lowdown on where 

ik | to get what and how much it'll cost oh, boy, can 1 use it! 
L 


Sincerely, 








I am enclosing...... dollars for.. .. copies 





























GOING places . . . doing things . . . and smoking Camels. All three 
are in the modern tempo. 

Camels, gloriously mild and mellow, retain all the delicate 
fragrance of choicest, sun-ripened tobaccos, through the scientific 
care with which they’re made. There’s life and joy in such a smoke 


... never flat nor over-treated. 


You’re going somewhere when you go with 


(‘AMELS — 





© 1931, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco 
Company, Winston-Salem, N. C. 











